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Contributing Artists 



These are just some of the artists that have contributed to Obernothing. Here, in their own words, 

they are immortally personalized. 



Joseph Gordon 

Joseph Gordon is a poet and comic book script writer living in Tampa, Florida and is currently pursuing 
a Bachelor's Degree in English at the University of South Florida. He is currently working on a book of 
poems and several graphic novel scripts. He may be contacted at JosephPatrick.Gordon@gmail.com 



Jessi Hamilton 

Inspired by imagery and memories from childhood, I attempt to capture the variety of feelings 
experienced as a child in suburban America. From bored anticipation to excitement, Suburban 
Wasteland series focuses on the dreaminess and imagination that accompanies waiting to grow up. 

More of her work can be found at 
thrOUghwindOWS.blogspot.com and etsy.com/shop/WhimWam. 



She may be reached at hamiltonlaurenj@gmail.com. 



Paige Lewis 

Paige Lewis currently lives in Tampa, Florida. She attends the University of South Florida where she 
studies creative writing, astronomy, and art history. She mainly writes about her encounters with 
people who are no longer living. When she is not writing, Paige enjoys reading Science Fiction and 
quoting The Simpsons. 

She may be reached at Plewis@mail.usf.edu 



Stephanie Mesler 

Stephanie Mesler is a poet, playwright, story-teller, eroticist, musician, preacher, teacher and mom. 
She has been previously published in For the Girls, Skysong, Columbus Monthly, Bedtime Stories and 
Art and, most recently, in Pillowtalk, the October 2011 edition. Her play, Mothers' Days, was 
presented at Third Avenue Performance Space and was nominated for a Columbus Theater Guild 
award. She has recently been poet of the week for Poetry Highway. In Second Life, she was recently 
awarded The Deck award for poetry. Ms. Mesler currently lives and writes in Florida. She is madly in 
love with a rocket scientist and her recent works reflect her current condition. She is also a mother of 
a teenager much used to the details of her life being fodder for fiction. Ms. Mesler is also a budding 
birder and motor bike rider. Before year's end, she plans to be a fisherwoman. 

To see more of her work go to: http://apoetsproqroqress.bloqspot.com/ 



Stephen Lindow 

Currently product copywriter with cloud commerce company. 

MFA in English 2004 University Mass-Amherst. 

Interned at The Massachusetts Review. 

Taught 4 years undergraduate & 4 years middle school English. 

Toured U.S. with Poetry Alive, Inc. 

TESOL license 2008. 

Believes Valery "poetry is a language inside a language." 

Performed with Dadaist group in Holyoke, MA. 

Performed with noise band "Satan's Answering Machine" 

Poetry appears in Bateau, Oklahoma Review, ReDactions & Mass Review. 

Advanced PADI scuba diver & urban spelunker. 

Expensive red wine---the xylophone-— airports. 



Joseph Reich 

Joseph Reich is a social worker and displaced New Yorker who really misses dis-place and lives and 
works out in the state of Massachusetts; he has a handsome little 6-year-old with a nice mop of dirty- 
blonde hair, and a wife eleven years his junior, who must have the patience of a saint as is raising two 
boys. Being displaced and from New York, he misses most of all Shanghai Joe's in Chinatown, all those 
wonderful Polish diners of the Lower East Side and Dominick's in Little Italy, the Little Italy uptown on 
Arthur Avenue in The Bronx: he hopes one day to return to play and pray and contemplate with his 
wife and child in all the wonderful parks most of all along the river on The Westside Highway. 

Joseph has been published in a wide variety of eclectic literary journals both here and abroad, been 
nominated twice for the Pushcart Prize, and his most recent books include, "A Different Sort Of 
Distance" (Skive Magazine Press), "If I Told You To Jump Off The Brooklyn Bridge" (Flutter Press), 
"Pain Diary: Working Methadone & The Life & Times Of The Man Sawed In Half" (Brick Road Poetry 
Press), "Drugstore Sushi" (Thunderclap Press), "Four Books Of Philosophy" (Rolling Thunder Press), 
"The Derivation Of Cowboys & Indians" (Fomite Press), "All My Born Days" (Corrupt Press), and 
"Escaping Shangrila" (Punkin House Press). 



Vincent Ricottilli 

My name is Vincent Ricottilli and I'm a student at USF in Tampa. I make my art out of duct tape. 
Depending on the picture it takes me about 7-10 hours per piece but I rarely do it all in one sitting. In 
high school I had made a few things out of duct tape: a belt, a messenger bag, and a few other 
things—however I refused to make a wallet. Well at one point I was looking at a silhouette and 
thought that I could recreate it in duct tape. The rest, they say, is history. It's not something that I 
devote a lot of time to, although I wish I would. 



Raymond Roewert 

Raymond is a philosopher, historian, critic, cynic, shaman, priest, medicine man, wanderer, 
writer, photographer, poet, dreamer, lunatic, and mendicant purveyor of flatulent didactics. 



Editor's Note 



Dear Tampa, 

We masqueraded together as a hobo and a set of spurs, spewing graffitied washcloths into 
tinderboxes and paying an underwater St. Pete art gallery 47,000 black-faced bobbleheads monthly to 
display a saber-toothed tiger carcass on a creaking wooden ledge that dangled from a zeppelin three 
miles above the venue. 

"Is THIS the unaligned state of Sunshine State art?!!??!" scoffed Tampa's resident bespectacled enfant 
terrible, Archibold Malentine. [(/<~Ubernothing does not officially condone, support, advocate, bear 
witness to, gyrate to the rhythm of, nuzzle noses with, or give alms to the poor on behalf of the 
previous statement, principally due to its unabashed dearth of parentheses. ~>\)] 

To no avail, Tampa, you beseeched the better part of Malentine's will by holding a megaphone to the 
mouth of a mannequin and reciting the 7th and 25th lines from Cole A. Bellamy's "Gordo," though 
little did you realize then that Brian Berry would embark upon a poem rampage lasting three weeks 
short of a fortnight, directly prior to the publication of the virtual ink thine eyes now behold, and may 
never wholly escape. 

Nevertheless, the Art Drought arrived, donning ketchup-stained velvet in a ramshackle Rolls Royce, 
bred by the inept pontification of a hot air balloon-full of paparazzi screaming into the sawdust-stained 
earlobes of Jessi Hamilton, whose "Suburban Wasteland" series functioned as a squadron of rafts for 
the last remaining copies of Joseph D. Reich's "One of those ritzy suburbs where everyone knows each 
other." But with Stephen Lindow making vodka martinis and Bradley Morewood on the Myakka River 
observation tower, all of the Ubernothing artists, writers, and editors stood hand in hand throughout 
the borders of Hillsborough and Pinellas County, creating an aerial-view formation of the word DADA! 
with their nude, apple-juice-soaked bodies, and exclaimed in unison... 

Well it certainly was a banner year for Ubernothing! We kicked off this madcap race toward literary 
and pictorial sublimity in June, while November's "Big Machine" proved to be a startling success. We'd 
like to thank all the fantastic artists who participated in that event, as well as the fine staff at Cafe 
Hey (particularly Cheong Choi for his patient dedication), without whom the whole affair would have 
never been possible! 

On the horizon in 2012, Ubernothing plans to alter its focus slightly by increasing the number of 
nonfiction pieces, interviews, essays, and other types of editorial content documenting the Tampa Bay 
art and literary scenes. So although you'll still subsist on our healthy doses of surrealist poetry and 
avant-garde visual art, we also want to hear relevant info and opinions on the people, poems, places, 
and paintings that make the local art scene tick (or that simply tick you off). Any and all news is fit to 
print, so put those fingertips to the keyboard, send in those submissions, and ignite the potential of 
the arts in Tampa Bay. 

Ubernothing: Making every year the year of the Ub since 2011. 

-The Unidasher 



Suburban Wasteland 1 



Jessi Hamilton 




Suburban Wasteland 2 



Jessi Hamilton 




Ladies and Gentleman 



Cole A. Bellamy 
Tampa, FL 

Ladies and gentlemen 

I present to you 

For your wonder and amusement 

The monster 

With the voice of an angel 

Be prepared 
To be terrified 
Then prepare 
To fall in love 
As Lillie-Ann 

The Monkey Girl 
Sings the arias of Verdi 
While baring 
Her six-inch 
Fangs 

She was born covered 
In thick brown fur 
And abandoned 
On the doorstep 
Of a convent in Italy 

Lillie-Ann was thought 
To be the child of 
The devil and she was 
Locked away 
In a steel cage 

Imprisoned under 

The cathedral 

The only voices 

She ever heard 

Were the chants of daily mass 

One day a priest 
Heard a heavenly voice 
Singing the Agnus Dei 
And fell to his knees 
Certain of a miracle 

He followed the voice 
And found that it came 
From our Lillie-Ann 
She was released 
And she was baptized 

And pilgrims traveled 



Thousands of miles 
To witness the miracle 
Of the demon child 
With the voice of an angel 

She was stolen by gypsies 
And sold to a wealthy American 
Who had her trained 
In the finest traditions 
Of the grand opera 

If she had a normal face 
She would grace the stages 
Of Europe's finest concert halls 
Performing for 
Presidents and kings 

Her suitors would be 
Princes and 
Captains of industry 
Her name would be 
On every tongue 

But tonight 
She performs live 
For you right here 
On the midway 
Ladies and gentlemen 

Lillie Anne the Monkey Girl 



Wanda's Surgery 

Cole A. Bellamy 
Tampa, FL 

Wanda decided to have the surgery 
After George was lost in the war 
She didn't want be herself anymore 

She just wondered what would happen 
To the tattoo on her thigh 
The one of an eagle clutching a bomb 
After she didn't have legs 

They never found George 

He was shot down 

She'd heard rumors that he was still alive 

On some tiny island 

Living on coconuts 

But it didn't matter 

Wanda would never see him again 

They swabbed her neck with iodine and made sure 



That she still wanted to go through with it 

She nodded and the surgeon 

Told her again 

How important this kind of research was 

He said the Russians 
Had already done 
Similar things with dogs 

She lived 

For a little over an hour 
With her head attached 
To the body of a deer 

She could not speak 

But communicated by blinking 

Once for yes 

Twice for no 

She let everyone know 
That she was not in pain 
And that she had no regrets 

On the wall of an office 

In Washington D.C. there is a picture frame 

In it is a patch of skin 

Stretched and dried 

And on that a faded tattoo 

An eagle clutching a bomb 



Gordo 

Cole A. Bellamy 
Tampa, FL 

Gordo the squirrel monkey was never found 
After his space capsule crashed into the Atlantic 
At an estimated ten-thousand miles per hour 
The scientists still believe that Gordo was alive 
Before the impact making him the first animal 
To return to Earth 
After leaving the atmosphere 

A few years before him 
A Russian dog named Laika 
Rode into orbit inside Sputnik Two 
It was damaged during launch 
And the temperature rose 
Laika was cooked in the dark 
Far above the earth 

Gordo was strapped into a box 
Made of cream-colored plastic 
With holes cut out for his face and arms 



He was surrounded by foam rubber padding 

And given a sedative 

Enough to calm him 

But not enough to make him sleep 

The capsule was equipped 

With a microphone and transmitter 

Electrodes attached 

To monitor vital signs 

Locked in the tip 

Of a Jupiter missile 

And shot into the sky 

He spent eight minutes 

Above Earth's atmosphere 

He had no windows and could not look down 

To see the jungle where he was born 

He just listened to sounds of the radio 

Then felt gravity's crushing pull 

As his parachute failed and he fell to the ocean 



Suburban Wasteland 3 

Jessi Hamilton 




Suburban Wasteland 4 

Jessi Hamilton 




Vodka Martinis 

Stephen Lindow 

I. In Russian, vodka means "little water"—- I call sophisticated pissed. The making of must have been 
mistake: mountains of huge bronze potatoes forgotten in barn rotting, leaking across stable floor 
slurped by hogs and goat who, after farmer come back, began laugh one another, and farmer. I 
imagine millions of potatoes watching each other as they are dug up from black soil of Volga river 
flood plain. II. The vodka martini if made with art, goes down smoother than an angel's fart. III. I 
order a dry martini telling the bartender to "just give the vermouth a curt glance." My first glimmers 
like lucky mercury. Its taste: an existential chandelier. I am David Niven. I am James Mason. I am 
empty, please another. After two martinis the evening spreads out against my mind's eye like a 
Stephen Lindow etherized upon a table. Old Russian saying is martinis are like women's breasts 
one is not enough, three are too many. At four: I feel everything I say has parenthesis around it, and 
the olives stare like turtle eyes. At five: Dear sequin world, how do they screw the pimentos into the 
olives? Six: Dear Moon, I smell you. Help me fend off the devil tomorrow morning when this 
impossible starlight vessel rights itself in my head. 



Abbreviations of the World 

Stephen Lindow 

I. An angel emerges from a baroque cloud, alights atop a railroad obelisk. Our environment moves this 
angel from echo to echo, from mirage to neon to mirage. Hornets corner the angel with the happy 
violence of their tiny bayonets, desperate in wanting to share their minds full of mazes to sugar. Trees 
play their violins. Angels we've said we've seen are abbreviations of Immortality in the shape of 
innumerable doilies. II. The sky gathers its ragged nightgown to a horizon lined with astronomical 
observatories. Lightning traces the sky in reverse, like the fine etchings of sex on old coins. A god of 
snails raises one horn in decision, then the other in apology. Four moonsets away, Animalia draws 
sympathy from us like a tool — a tool for feeling in the ether for those of us who have already passed. . 
III. I have been told to tell you, we who pass, add to its ever growing abbreviation of Grand Ellipses. 



Disposal 

Paige Lewis 
Tampa, FL 

My fingers wept. 

They begged me 

to rescue your drowning 

letters from the rising tide 

of the kitchen sink. 

Ink burst through the creased veins, spreading 

as quietly as the lumps inside 

your lungs. The phlegm 

of seventeen 'Sincerelys' inched toward the rubber toothed leech. 



The Auction 



Paige Lewis 
Tampa, FL 

Paper crane nurses are blown up 

and 

down 

stairs by the intercom warnings that crackle 

paint-by-number codes, insulting the intelligence 

of waiting room sphinxes. 

I sit 

filling out his forms while my form fills 

the impatient plastic chair in this collapsing ward. I gnaw the restless 

crescent moons from their beds and spit 

them at the starched white coats that bottle and sell comfort 

to unraveled woolen sweaters. 

He stands 

still and uncertain, a damaged antique waiting 

to be purchased at a discount. 

I move forward and start the bidding at 

Today is Tuesday 

I call out prices as he gathers up his fragments 

Tell me another story about the war. 

Recognition seeps through the cracks of his reconstructed mind 

Sold. 



I'd Like to Buy a Vowel 



Paige Lewis 
Tampa, FL 

Grey ennui bleeds from our faces 
as we wander through expression 
supermarkets in search 
of fresh phrases, 

grasping for the sweet canned 
satisfactions of words lining 
the top shelves. 

Our arid mouths twisting, 
unable to reach, 
we settle 

for the buzzing neon halos 

inviting us to inspect 

the latest in grapevine gossip, 

the television terminology 
tumbling off the rack 
that should have expired 
after the first season, 

the white elephant aisle 

of useless, informal discourse. 

Stale words 

that whistle metallically 

and mechanically from our lips. 

We settle for greetings 
that grate between our teeth 
like tinfoil. 



Lemon St 6AM 



Jeff Walenta 



Polaroid 




Morning Walk 

Jeff Walenta 



Polaroid 




Ikea: a place to call home 

Joseph Reich 

Today just lowered my pants and took a dump right 

in the middle of ikea. i don't know what triggered 

it or brought it on. perhaps just felt real comfortable 

in my environment or resembled something of what 

felt like home as there were all these classy women 

and milfs checking me out in some suburb of boston. 

whatever the psychological dynamic or phenomenon 

just took a dump right there in the middle of the floor 

in what appeared like this perfect and pristine bedroom 

scenario, in my profession there is this disorder where 

sometimes kids might hide their feces or even wrap 

them in a very neat piece of bundled up toilet paper 

(sometimes even unaware of it) and store it somewhere 

in a residence or group home or shelter usually due 

to some form of sexual abuse, and so for me perhaps 

was just feeling the exact opposite (a kind of liberation or 

machination of unloading and letting go) right there on the floor 

of ikea in a place which seemed or looked or felt very much like home. 



One of those Little Ritzy Suburbs 
Where Everyone Knows Each 

Other 



Joseph Reich 

She masturbates herself 
with her big white butt 
poked up in the air 
and comes around 
from the backside 
which makes it seem 
that much more raw 
that much more real 
and that something 
is actually going on 
then goes on a 
spending spree 
at the mall; she 
and her husband 
have not been intimate 
for years and all her dear 
friends are intimating that 
he is homosexual and she 
should ask him for a divorce 
this is what good friends are 
for (everything with her 



everything with them 

is reading between 

the lines not even 

fine but crude 

and vulgar 

and who 

knows might 

even make them 

feel a slight bit better 

might even allow 

them to feel again) 

they run in a certain circle 

but also completely unaware 

have never dared left it and 

simply running round and 

round and round the same 

dead end; she will later 

turn to yoga and even 

teach and rely on 

such words like 

"spiritual" and 

"compassion." 



Untitled #something 

Brian Berry 
Dunedin, FL 

When I was young and stupid 

I thought 

to make a statement you'd need 

to host a massacre. 

A televised police standoff? 

Commit some suicide. 

That kind of thing ripped from 

the great American novel called the newspaper. 

But no one loves suicide anymore. 

No, this flock goes 

to the movies for the special effects 

knowing they aren't real 

because a subtle special effect is a waste of investment capital. 

You can assume your brand sucks 

because to make a mark now is difficult. 

You can see someone's ovaries 

from halfway across the world 

but you'd be lucky if you 

impressed a single person in your neighborhood. 

So now the mundane are like hot cakes. 

"Oh, what a nice sneeze I just had" 

"My shoes work exactly the same as they did yesterday" 

"Why is it called a cheeseburger and not a hamburger with cheese?" 



We've become comedians. 

That's better than the screaming that's been 

going on since Adam yelled 

"Are you happy? Now we have to invent clothes, you bitch!' 



Suffering from Wanderlust 

Brian Berry 
Dunedin, FL 

Question #1: Did you try here? 

So you know seven different shortcuts, 

helped the bartender make a long distance call 

and know where Don Kubiak etched his 

name in stone. 

Question #1: Did you try here? 

The goods aren't like a sitcom where 
Tuesday morning your dog dies and 
by Tuesday night you meet and marry 
a sexy ottoman sales representative. 

What you want is made of dirt 
and probably some blood too. 

The thing is 

unless you're in New York or California 

all the towns are kind of the same. 

Better in some ways 

and frighteningly unfit in others. 

And each town has their variation 

on The Loser. 

They wear a certain type of free t-shirt. 

Did you know every restaurant gets 
their ingredients from the same, single distributor? 
That fact is actually a lyric from a blues song 
by Blind Eye Enterprise. 

But maybe a change of scenery 

is a cure for the common whatever. 

And what if we are all just 

rookie criminals looking to change 

our hair color once our rocket crosses the 

Mississippi river? 

Well then, maybe we get 

to move only once, 

file personality bankruptcy 

and wipe our sad shame from a refurbished slate. 

And we will rent! 

Rent until we find that perfect couch 

to pass out on and know 

that from here the sun rises 

and from here the sun sets. 



Raymond Roewert 
Clearwater, FL 




Meditative Reflection 



Raymond Roewert 
Clearwater, FL 




Oration 

Joseph Gordon 
Tampa, FL 

Your voice is a salty razor, licking stitches into my eyes. 

It tastes like arrogance, 

sucking down chunks of tired skin. 

You fuck intelligence to death, 

pounding its corpse into bloody evidence. 

Your voice is a salted razor, licking stitches into my eyes. 

You say nothing. 

You're just the fist, feeding the words into the puppet's mouth, 

sucking down the fabric of tired skin. 

Those moldy tiles you call teeth 

fill my stomach with rusted robotic bees. 

Your voice is a salty razor, licking stitches into my eyes. 

Would it kill you to just step in front of a car already? 

I feel like, even the way you'd hug the bumper of a Volkswagen, would piss me off, 

and suck down the rubber of my tired skin. 

Maybe I just enjoy watching you milk the sunshine with your bullshit. 
Truthfully, when I have nothing else to do, I miss that 
salty razor, licking the stitches into my eyes, 
sucking down the chunks of my tired skin. 



Ghost 

Bradley Morewood 
Tampa, FL 

I went right up to Intuition 

who was dressed as a chameleon 

on a philodendron 

why have you chosen green? I enquired 

and it slowly climbed down 
to the wooden deck 
and turned brown 



On the Myakke River Observation 
Tower 



Bradley Morewood 
Tampa, FL 

from high above the trees 

I watch two 
yellow butterflies 

spiral and fly apart 
to opposite sides 
of the meadow 

then resume 
their three 
dimensional weaving 

as if following 

invisible 

ribbons 

their brains are the size of a smal 
dot 

yet they find 

each 

other 

again 

and again 

in the vagaries 

of a breeze 



Brad Pitt 



Vincent Ricottilli 

Duct tape 




Voyage 



Vincent Ricottilli 



Duct tape 
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Kid Cudi 



Vincent Ricottilli 



Duct tape 




A Diva Scorned 

Stephanie Mesler 
Merritt Island, FL 

The stage door flew open. Though it was July in Miami, a cold wind entered. There was no one there 
to feel it but the night security guard, Will Turner a fat man in a dark blue uniform who had worked at 
The Brass Flamingo for almost 20 years. Will was asleep in the sound booth when the chill came on. A 
few minutes later, he awoke with a start. He thought he heard someone scream, but when he looked 
out of the booth into the empty theater, there was no one there. A few moments later, he heard a 
doorknob turning and looked up from his crossword puzzle to see the sound booth door opening. 



Thursday, July 13, 1995 11:35 PM 



Felata Divine stepped off the stage, removing her blond wig and tossing it into the hands of her 
dresser. In six-inch stilettos, she glided toward the hall that led to her dressing room, the dresser 
trailing behind her, unzipping Felata's sequined gown as they moved. The hallway was crowded with 
Sparklettes awaiting their cue to enter the wings. They all knew to step out of the way when Felata, 
star of the show and the reason they all had jobs, needed to make a change. Felata Divine and The 
Sparklettes Dancers had been the main act at The Brass Flamingo, located just down Miami Beach 
from that other Flamingo Resort, for almost two years. 

In the dressing room, marked by the words, Divine Ms. F, Felata lit up a Virginia Slim, switching it 
between hands and holding it over her head as Mindy, the dresser, helped the performer into her final 
act costume. This one was more sequins, lots of glittering red, and huge feathers dangling from the 
hem of the skirt, which ended just above Felata's knees. Right before Mindy started to zip the gown, 
Felata reached under the skirt to adjust her jock strap and yank up her stockings. Looking down at 
herself and smiling, she purred, "Nice gams for an old queen, dontcha think, dear? " 

"Nice gams for anyone at all," Mindy told her boss. "But you already knew that. The new boobs look 
pretty good, by the way. I was watching from the balcony to see if the plastics show from above when 
you stand center. They don't. That rack looks like you were born with it." 

Felata crushed out the cigarette in an ashtray on her dressing table. "Wig me," she said and started 
applying fresh gloss to her already red lips. 



Friday, March 5, 1993 

A condo on Ocean Boulevard, even a tiny condo on a run-down section of the beach, is not cheap. 
Neither are feathers and rhinestones. Felata Divine made a good living working the boards at the 
Brass Flamingo. She had started out in the chorus for an old broad, Janet Gayland, who was by all 
accounts a real broad, one with boobs she didn't have to mail order. Gayland had been a huge star in 
the early movie musicals and, before that, on the Great White Way in Manhattan. As a boy in Ohio, 
Felata, then known as Mark Woodsworth, had watched Gayland on film and idolized the lady. When 
Mark first moved to Miami, he landed himself a spot as one of Ms. Gayland's chorus boys. Young Mark 
was in love with his life and his work. He could have died happily having never stepped out in front of 
the line to become a star in his own right. 

But one day, when Janet Gayland was close to 80, though still a fireball behind the footlights, her 
show's producer realized his meal ticket might not live forever. He was determined the show must go 
on, even if Janet Gayland might not. But he was a cheap son of a bitch who did not want to cough up 
the bucks to pay a younger star to take over for Gayland whenever she needed some time off and 
when she inevitably died. Neither had he any interest in investing his earnings in the development of a 



new show to feature a younger star who might demand her own songs and skits. No, he wanted 
someone as talented as Gayland, but younger, and who would be happy just to be a stand-in if the old 
broad had a heart attack or something. 

Open auditions were held, but none of the girls who showed up for the cattle call could fill Gayland's 
size 10 shoes, literally or figuratively. The idea was temporarily abandoned. When Gayland was almost 
85 and still a song and dance dynamo, she suffered a stroke. Doctors said she might make a full 
recovery but then again, she might not. The producer called the cast together to tell them the news: 
Gayland's run on the Sandbar was done and so were their jobs. No one, they told those gathered on 
the Brass Flamingo's stage, could replace Janet Gayland. 

Not sure where he got the nerve, Mark Woodsworth, called Woody by his friends in the cast, stepped 
forward and said, "I can. I can replace her." 

There was stunned silence. 

"Give me 15 minutes to change. Get everyone ready for the opener and I'll show you." 

When the cast, crew, and producer saw Woody next, he was wearing Janet Gayland's high-heeled 
golden tap shoes. They were too tight, but Woody didn't care. On his 6'4" frame, her gown was too 
short as well. He looked magnificent. 

When he danced his way onto the stage and started to belt out Gayland's signature song, Rainbows 
are for Never, no one gave a shit whether or not the clothes fit. Woody Woodsworth was as talented 
as Janet Gayland any day of the week. The producer knew it right away. He could make a star of this 
chorus boy and maybe a few hundred thousand dollars, if he played his cards right. 

What they had not counted on was Woody's agent, a man named Carlos Rivera, who also happened to 
be Woody's lover. Carlos was not the flamingest queen in Miami, but in platform shoes and bleached 
blond hair, he was a contender. No one can sweet talk a straight white guy with cash to burn like a 
fairy with a mission. 



Saturday, April 22, 1995 7:45 PM 

The old woman walked with a cane now but was sure she could still bring the house down with just 
the first bars of Rainbows Are For Never. No one, least of all some chorus boy, could possibly own that 
tune, or any other, like she could. 

She looked back over her long career as a star of film and stage. She was the last of a dying breed, 
singing hoofers who had real talent, real style. She was not one of these common ingenues who flutter 
about stages nowadays, needing mics cuz they're too prissy to be heard over the orchestra. Most of 
them are just movie actresses, not worthy of being called stars, pretty girls who lack the heart of a 
real veteran, girls who get their training in classes at NYU and Julliard, not on the boards of Broadway 
or the back lots of Hollywood. 

No, Janet Gayland knew she was something special, better than all the sweet babes who tried to 
follow in her footsteps. Miss Gayland could hardly believe the producer of her last show, which had run 
in Miami for more than a decade, was cutting her loose. She had a teeny, tiny little stroke; that was 
all. Sure, she was over 70 (80, if you had access to her driver's license), but Janet Gayland had no 
doubt whatsoever she would recover and be ready to take back her spotlight any day. 

Janet Gayland remembered that chorus boy. He was a big one, always had to be placed in the back 
row for big numbers because he towered over the other dancers. She had to admit the boy was gifted 
on his toes. He moved like a gazelle but had more panache, Ray Bolger and Ben Vereen combined. 
That boy, Woody, had wowed her, the choreographer and orchestra conductor, and the producer at 
his dance audition. But his singing was just so-so. Unfortunately, the old diva had to admit, so was 
her own. She was not a technically perfect vocalist, but man, she knew how to bend a phrase. There 
was no way she would believe that boy could do justice to her numbers. 



On the night Woody Woodsworth, who was now calling himself Felata Divine, premiered in Janet 
Gayland's show, the old woman was in Mercy Hospital. She had not had the opportunity to go and 
witness the disaster the boy had surely made on her stage til now. Nearly a year and a half after the 
stroke, Gayland was well enough to call a cab to take her to the Brass Flamingo. There, she planned 
to sit quietly in the back of the house and watch her show, her songs, being destroyed by a marginally 
talented queen. 



Tuesday, July 18, 1995 

The Miami Herald made no mention of Will Turner's death at The Brass Flamingo. It seemed the man's 
heart had stopped. Sad, but nothing unusual, when you consider the deceased left behind a desk 
drawer filled with Snickers bars and Slim Jims. If the man had died of anything other than heart 
failure, it would have been a surprise to his wife. 

Felata Divine's show went on as usual that night. A dead security guard was nothing that could darken 
any theater. Before the curtain went up that night at nine p.m., The Brass' manager had hired a new 
night watchman, another middle-aged fat guy no one would miss if he dropped dead one day of a 
heart attack. 



Saturday, April 22, 1995 9:30 PM 



Gayland was surprised to find a line at the ticket window, even more surprised when the kid selling 
tickets did not recognize the legendary Miss Gayland and offer to upgrade her seat to front row. 

"Young man, do you know who I am?" 

The box office boy looked at her face for the first time. For a moment, she thought she saw a flicker of 
recognition. Then the boy said, "You look a lot like my grandma, but maybe a little older. Are we 
related?" 

Grinding the tip of her cane into the carpet, the old woman told him, "No, young man, we are not 
related and, for that, I am grateful. I am Janet Gayland." 

She waited for that to register and for the young man to show proper respect, to offer to upgrade her 
seat, at no charge, of course. 

It only took a moment for him to respond. "Nice to meet you Mrs. Gayland. I hope you enjoy the 
show." With that, he moved to address the next person in line. 

That was okay, though, maybe just as well. Better maybe that she sit in the back, as she had planned. 
She was sure she would want to leave before intermission and would not want to make the long walk 
up the aisle in the dark. 

In the end, though, Gayland stayed through all three curtain calls and returned to the Brass Flamingo 
every night for months. From that night forward, she never missed a single Felata Divine 
performance. 



The Brass Flamingo had been at the corner of Ocean Boulevard and Sunrise Point since the late 40s. 
The theater itself was nothing fancy, luxurious for 1949, not so much in 1995. The theater lobby was 
equipped with a bar where patrons could order enough wine to make any act seem like a good act. 

It was 1983 when Janet Gayland started her run at The Brass, as locals called it, so as not to confuse 
it with that other Miami Flamingo, the famous resort and hotel. In 1993, Felata Divine's name replaced 
Gayland's on The Brass' marquee. At first, Felata's audiences were made of folks who had come to see 
Janet Gayland, having reserved their seats and made their plane reservations before Gayland had her 



stroke. Some of these people were not at all pleased to find their queen of cinema and stage replaced 
by a whole different sort of queen, one whose breasts were sometimes made from birdseed. Many 
were amused when they learned they would be sitting in the audience of Miami's biggest drag act. It 
would make one hell of a story to tell when they got back home to places like Macon and Toledo and 
Boise. Most ended up big fans of Felata Divine. Not only did the drag queen have talent, she was 
funny and managed to make even the most unsophisticated of visitors feel right at home at The Brass. 



August 1, 1995 1:10 PM 



On the first day of August 1995, Kitty Rutgers showed up to open The Brass' ticket booth at exactly 
one in the afternoon. She didn't usually work Saturdays, but Lou Hinton had called in sick. Since it 
was a Saturday the hotel was full. She expected the show to sell out. 

Her first customer was a familiar face, an old woman with a cane who had been coming to the show 
every night for several months. She always sat in the back row and never left smiling. 

"Where's the boy?" the old woman demanded. 

It took Kitty a moment to realize she meant Lou. "Oh, he called in sick." 

"Figures," said the old woman. 

"Can I help you, ma'am?" 

"I guess you'll have to do, "the red haired woman told the younger one. 

Kitty waited a moment before asking, "What can I do for you?" 



August 1, 1995 3:10 PM 



When Woody Woodsworth arrived a little past three pm on August 1st to work on a new number with 
the show's choreographer and piano player, the street in front of the box office was blocked by police 
cars and an ambulance. Woody noticed right away blood pooled on the sidewalk and a mound of what 
could only be a dead body covered by a sheet. This was on a gurney in front of the box office. 

The show's producer saw him coming and hurried over to tell him the box office girl, Kitty, had been 
found dead a while earlier. It appeared as though the girl had been beaten to death. 

"Good lord," Woody exclaimed. "Why? Was it a robbery?" 

"If it was, they didn't get anything. Came too early. Box office had just opened and there wasn't much 
cash on hand." 



August 1, 1995 

The show was not canceled that night. The curtain rose at exactly 10 p.m., right on schedule. It did 
not, however, include Felata Divine's new number. Police had kept cast and crew out of the theater til 
almost nine, at which point there was only enough time to warm up and dress for the show. The 
dressing rooms, hallway, and backstage had been somewhat chaotic as cast and crew alike attempted 
to do in less than an hour what normally got accomplished in three. Everything went remarkably well, 
considering the rush. There was one near-disaster, when a backdrop fell unexpectedly just as a 
Sparkelette was running across the stage, hunting for her missing tap shoes. Luckily, she had dashed 
across quickly enough to be missed as the scenery for Felata's big opener crashed to the boards. 



Wednesday, July 12, 1995 



From her aisle seat in the back row, Janet Gayland watched Felata Divine belt out Rainbows Are For 
Never. That was the night Felata cursed at a heckler in the third row, asking in a very explicit way if 
the man hadn't had the right kind of sex lately. Gayland was actually shaking with rage when she saw 
Felata receive not one, but two, encore calls. She left the theater before the Spaklettes made their 
entrance for the next bit, which included a Rockettes style kick line. Janet Gayland appreciated a good 
kick line, even when most of the kickers were boys. But on this night, she just didn't have the 
stomach. 



Wednesday, August 2, 1995 1:20 AM 

Carlos Rivera was surprised when he returned home to find the condo he shared with Woody 
Woodsworth dark. Woody usually made it home before one, even when he stopped to sign autographs 
at the Brass Flamingo's stage door, which he did most nights. 

Sure that Woody would be home any minute, Carlos slipped into the shower. He needed to wash the 
grime of a day and night in Miami off his body before bed. Woody would want to shower off his show 
face, removing the last vestiges of Felata before hitting the sack as himself. 



Wednesday, August 2, 1995, just after midnight 



There were reporters at the stage door that night. They wanted to hear what Felata Divine had to say 
about the murder that had taken place that afternoon in the Brass Flamingo's box office. Since no 
money or tickets had been stolen, reporters suggested that maybe the killer had really wanted to 
make a statement about the show itself, more specifically about its cast, which included the most 
famous drag queen in Miami. These suggestions were presented in the guise of questions, of course. 
Woody, still wearing his Felata face, answered each "question" politely. 



"No," he told the collected newsmen and women. "The police suspect a personal motive, something 
having to do with the victim herself. No, I did not know Kitty Rutgers well. So, no, I have no idea who 
might want to kill her." 

"Then there is a chance the murder was not so personal after all." That comment from a reporter with 
The Miami Herald. 

"Well, I suppose there is always that chance, "Woody replied. 

"Do you suppose, Mr. Woodsworth, you might be the reason Ms. Rutgers was killed?" 

Woody was as surprised by the fact the reporter had used his real name as he was by the question 
itself. It took him a moment to respond. 

"I really don't see why anyone would want to kill our box office manager. I definitely don't see how 
that would be a way to get back at me for something." 

"Maybe not so much a way to get back at you. Maybe the killer is sending you a message." 

"What sort of message would that be?" Woody asked, clearly irritated with this line of questioning. 

"Maybe the killer is offended by your act, Mr. Woodsworth. Maybe the killer would like it if no one 
were able to buy tickets to a show in which men dress as women." 

"I imagine there are lots if people who have opinions about the show. I seriously doubt any of them 
would like to kill a box office manager. The writers, maybe. Me, maybe. The producer, possibly. Not a 
ticket girl." 



Wednesday, August 2, 1995 1:40 A.M. 

Carlos heard the condo door open and called out, "Welcome home, sweets! The water is perfect!" 

Footsteps in the hallway. It sounded like Woody was still wearing his shoes. Carlos figured Woody was 
headed out to the balcony, which overlooked the beach. 

"Shall I join you in the hot tub, Darling?" 

The footsteps paused outside the bathroom door, which opened just a crack before a hand Carlos 
knew did not belong to his lover reached around the door frame to switch off the lights. 



Wednesday, August 2, 1995 1: 25 a.m. 

Woody was half-way home when his phone rang. 

"Is this Felata Divine?" The caller was male and Woody thought he recognized the voice, but couldn't 
quite place it. The number was The Brass Flamingo, which was why he answered at all. It was well 
after midnight and Woody was hungry and tired. He wanted to get home to Carlos, some supper, and 
bed. 

"This is Woody Woodsworth." 

Silence on the other end of the line. 

"Yes, I am Felata Divine." 

"We need you back at the theater, Miss Divine. "There is kind of a problem in your dressing room." 

"What kind of problem?" Woody asked. "Can't it wait til morning?" 

The voice on the other end of the line stammered some. 

"I'm not sure how..." Click. 

Woody tried calling the number back, but there was no answer. He considered just saying to hell with 
it and heading home to Carlos. That is what he wanted to do. Instead, he dialed the number at the 
condo on Ocean Boulevard. No answer. Carlos must already be asleep. Woody headed back to The 
Brass. 



Wednesday, August 2, 1995 1:30 a.m. 

Lou Hinton was usually gone after intermission. That's when The Brass' box office closed. Tonight, he 
had been asked to keep it open later. That afternoon's murder was making the show the hottest ticket 
on the Sandbar. The phone in the box office was still ringing when the curtain fell. 

Hinton was not at all thrilled to be working alone, after dark, where his coworker, Kitty Rutgers had 
been killed just a few hours earlier. It was kind of spooky. But the police had been pretty sure Kitty 
was not killed for cash on hand or for tickets to Felata Divine's show. It looked like the killer must 
have had something against Kitty herself, though Lou couldn't quite picture that being the case. Kitty 
was a nice kid who seemed to get on well with everyone. Still, you never know what people are like 
off the job unless you know them off the job. 

At about one-thirty, he decided it was safe to close up the ticket booth. There had been no calls in a 
half hour and no walk-ups since the theater cleared out after the show. He was just bringing down the 
curtains in the box office window, preparing to lock up and leave, when he saw a familiar sight. A cab 
pulled up in front of the theater and that old lady, Mrs. Gayland, got out with her cane. 



This time, she looked different though. This time, she was all decked out in sequins and feathers, gold 
from head to foot. The gown did not fit the old woman at all. She had clearly borrowed it from 
someone a whole lot taller. 

Hinton pushed up the ticket window and called to her, "The Brass is closed for the night, ma'am. 
Better not let your cab get away." 

But it was too late; the cab was already headed south on Ocean Boulevard. 

"Just a moment, ma'am, I'll call him back for you." 

Janet Gayland looked straight at Lou Hinton. "Don't bother," she told him. "I'm not ready to leave, 
anyway." 

That's when Lou Hinton noticed the stains on Janet Gayland's gown. "You ok, Mrs. Gayland?" 

"It's Miss Gayland," she responded. "Miss, not Mrs. There was never a Mr. Gayland, though there were 
plenty who wanted to be Janet Gayland's husband." 

Janet Gayland... he thought to himself. That was a familiar name. He had a feeling he should know 
that name. 

"Oh, sorry," was all Lou could think to say, confused by the fact the old lady was coming around to the 
box office door. That was not what she usually did. Of course, she was not usually covered with 
sequins and blood either. 

"Let me in, boy. I need to sit down." 

"Oh, of course, ma'am." Lou Hinton opened the box office door for Janet Gayland, just as Kitty 
Rutgers had done that afternoon. 



Monday, July 31, 1995 11:00 a.m. 

Tom Jones was the building manager at 110 Ocean Boulevard. Had been since before his name 
became a joke. Now he couldn't tell anyone his name without having them ask him "What's new, 
pussycat?" 

He found the old broad waiting for the elevator on the fifth floor. He'd gotten a call that there was 
some old woman snooping around the building. He had been peeved at being interrupted during an 
episode of CSI Miami. The Murder and Mayhem channel was having a marathon. Still he had dragged 
himself out of his reclining chair and headed out into the halls to see what was up. 

When he found her, Jones couldn't believe who she was. Janet Gayland, right there in the hallway of 
his very own condo building! Tom Jones had known Janet Gayland all his life. He had seen every one 
of her movies and had been to see her show on the beach more than once. He even had a pin-up 
calendar on his bathroom wall that featured a very young and very scantily clad Janet Gayland as Miss 
April. She stood on a beach, wearing a forties style bikini under an obviously fake rainbow. Tom Jones 
couldn't care less about the rainbow. It was the bosoms holding up the bikini that had held his 
attention through many a lonely night. 

"Well hello there," he'd said, genuinely happy to be missing CSI. "Are you looking for something, Miss 
Gayland? Can I help you? I'm Tom Jones," he told her, "the building manager here." 

Jones was not surprised Janet Gayland did not make the usual joke about his name. She was old 
enough to know he hadn't been named for a playboy lounge singer. The diva looked him up and down. 
He didn't mind. In fact, he took that opportunity to look her over pretty thoroughly too. He liked what 
he saw. Even several decades after her stint as Miss April, even walking with a cane, and even after 



having the stroke he'd heard mentioned on Entertainment Tonight, Janet Gayland looked pretty good 
to him. Maybe a little wear and tear on her, but that just made her more real. Tom Jones liked real. 
He liked real a lot. 



Sunday, March 27, 1993 

Turning Woody Woodsworth into Felata Divine had not been Mindy Connor's dream job when she 
majored in theater at The University of South Florida in Tampa. Mindy had planned on being a 
costumer on Broadway and in movies. She had come to The Brass to work for Janet Gayland, figuring 
a job as dresser to a legendary Broadway and movie star would look good on her resume and might 
lead her to better jobs in the biz. But then, Gayland had stroked out and been replaced with Felata 
Divine. At first, Mindy had considered leaving The Brass. In fact, she wasn't even sure Woody would 
want her to dress him. He might have wanted to hire someone of his own choosing. 

Luckily for both Mindy and Woody, they hit it off right away. When Woody stepped out of the chorus 
and volunteered to save the show and all of their jobs, Mindy was happy to help him do it. She helped 
cram Woody into Gayland's gown and shoes. She knew his feet had to hurt like hell when he strutted 
out on the stage to claim it as his own. Mindy had known lots of drag queens, but had never worked 
for one before. She found she liked Woody a lot and enjoyed the nightly transformation that took 
place in his dressing room. One day, after she had been dressing Woody for a few weeks, he asked 
her how much The Brass had paid her to dress Janet Gayland. Mindy told him. 

"Has your salary gone up since I started doing Felata?" 

"No," she told him. 



"Well, it ought to. Turning me into Felata Divine is a lot harder than making Janet Gayland look young 
every night." 

"Maybe so," Mindy responded, "But you are a lot more fun to work with." 

Woody believed that was probably so. Nevertheless, he talked with the show's producer and got Mindy 
a modest raise. He said he could wait for his own raise for a couple of months, but they needed to 
reward his dresser for taking on a bigger job than she had initially bargained for. 



Wednesday, August 2, 1995 2 a.m. 

Mindy Connor was always the first one to arrive before a performance and the last one to leave when 
it ended. This night, long after the show was over and Woody himself had finished answering 
questions and signing programs at the stage door, she was surprised to find Woody's dressing room 
open. She stepped in and found the dressing room in chaos. Felata's gowns were off the hangers and 
her wigs were on the floor. The mirror at Felata's makeup table was cracked down the middle and 
smeared with red lipstick. Scribbled across the mirror was the phrase A Star Is Dead. 

Mindy decided to go find the theater's new security guard. But as she stepped into the hallway, she 
was confronted by a woman wearing gold lame', Felata's gold lame'. But the woman was not Felata. It 
was Janet Gayland and Janet Gayland was pointing a gun straight at Mindy's face. 

"It seems you have allowed my dressing room to fall into disarray," the old woman scolded. "You have 
five minutes to clean it all up." 

"Give me the gun, Miss Gayland. We need to get you some help." 

"The only help I need right now is you cleaning up my dressing room." 

"It's not your dressing room anymore, ma'am." 



"It will always be my dressing room, girl. Now you only have four minutes left to clean it up." 
She waved the gun menacingly and Mindy decided to do what the old diva wanted. 



Later that morning 

The orchestra pit at The Brass Flamingo is under the stage. There are screens that block the view of 
the players from those sitting in the theater's front rows. There are only two ways in or out of the pit. 
One is through the door from the lower level of The Brass' backstage area. That door Janet Gayland 
locked with a padlock when she ordered Mindy Connor into the pit at gunpoint. 

The other way into the pit is through a trap door at center stage. The trap is not designed to be 
opened from below, but that didn't stop Mindy Connor from trying. In the dark, she felt her way to it, 
tripping over orchestra chairs and music stands as she stumbled around. Through the screens, she 
could hear and see nothing at all. On the stage itself, she heard a lone set of footsteps. Those she 
assumed to be Janet Gayland in Felata Divine's opening act stilettos. 

Fumbling in the dark, Mindy came across the orchestra conductor's podium and inside it, along with 
pages of sheet music, she found a surprisingly rigid baton. Then she remembered that the conductor's 
baton was specially crafted from stainless steel. It had been part of a gift from the orchestra members 
on the tenth anniversary of his employment as the conductor for Janet Gayland's show. Back when 
Gayland was still the star at The Brass, the conductor had been regularly so frustrated by her behavior 
that he had broken literally hundreds (if not thousands) of batons in his career there. His players had 
bought him a supply of stainless steel batons in an effort to make him smile and save him some 
money. 

Mindy pushed the podium to where she thought the trap door might be just above her head. She put 
the baton in her pocket and climbed precariously atop the podium to feel for the door. It took a while, 
but she found it. As she hunted, she heard Gayland tromp off the stage and away, Felata's heels 
clicking. Good, she thought, maybe she won't hear me break out of here. 

Using the steel baton, she began working at the hinges on the trap door, hoping to spring them loose 
so that she could climb out and make her way to safety and a telephone. 



Same morning 

Lou Hinton did not like calling Woody Woodsworth back to the theater. It didn't take a genius to 
realize Janet Gayland did not want to give Woody a big hug and a kiss. But the old broad had a gun 
and was clearly crazy enough to use it. He sort of hoped that Woodsworth had picked up on the 
uneasiness in his voice over the phone. Maybe the drag queen would realize something was wrong 
and call the cops. It wasn't til later, just before Gayland struck a blow to his head with her cane, that 
Hinton realized Gayland was wearing Felata Divine's opening gown. He started to say something just 
before the world went dark. 

When he came to, an old guy he'd never seen before was in the box office with him. The guy was 
wearing a brown uniform with the initials TJ embroidered on the pocket. He was holding a gun, 
pointed at Woody. It might have been the same gun Janet Gayland had aimed at him earlier. Lou was 
pretty sure this guy would be a better shot than a washed-up old diva. Even the diva had managed to 
take him though, so he had no intention of arguing with this guy. 

"Come on, kid,"TJ told him. "I promised Miss Gayland I'd take care of you. 

Lou Hinton was found later that morning, unconscious on the floor of the orchestra pit, where he had 
been pushed in through the trap door. He wasn't dead, but he was in a lot of pain for weeks after the 
fall. He was grateful to have blacked out again when he hit the floor. He was pretty sure he was lucky 
not to have seen what happened to Mindy Connor when she tried to escape. She was found at the 



same time as Hinton, half in and half out of the orchestra pit, the trap door closed on top of her, 
leaving her upper body above stage, her lower half dangling into the pit. 



Same morning 

When Woody Woodsworth got back to The Brass that night, he went straight to the Box Office. Finding 
it unlocked but empty, he walked around to the stage door, which stood open. That was when he 
thought to call the police. Unfortunately, it was also when he discovered the battery in his phone had 
died. 

Woody entered the theater to find the back hallway dark. Somehow, it didn't surprise him when the 
light switch did not work. The stage door took him to the lower level of the theater. He knew the way 
to the security guard's office there. He felt his way along. 

On his way down a hall, he heard snoring coming from the green room. There he found The Brass' 
new security guard sound asleep on a couch. Woody tried to rouse the man, but found him 
unrousable. He searched the fat man's pockets for a cell phone. Finding none, he took instead the 
flashlight clipped to the guard's uniformed waist. 



Earlier that morning 

Tom Jones was only too happy to help Janet Gayland. He knew those two fags that lived on the 12th 
floor. He had not been pleased when the condo association let them move in and had ignored as many 
of their requests for routine maintenance as he thought he could get away with. He had hated those 
two before Woody Woodsworth turned himself into Felata Divine to replace his idol, Janet Gayland, in 
her revue at The Brass Flamingo. After that, he had an actual reason to hate them. 

He never hesitated when Janet Gayland asked if he would help her take back her rightful place on her 
stage. He just took out his toolbox and did as his starlet asked of him. First on the agenda was putting 
Carlos Rivera out of commission so he couldn't get in the way when Gayland went to reclaim her 
spotlight. Actually, his ladylove did most of the work herself on that one. She got that Cuban queen 
out of the shower and into a dining room chair by pointing a rather impressive Smith and Wesson at 
him. Tom Jones loved a woman who knew how to handle a gun. The building superintendent had used 
his handy role of duct tape to strap Rivera to the chair and seal his mouth shut. He sort of wished he 
had some of that bright pink tape he had seen at the Home Depot. That would have been the fitting 
way to restrain a faggot. 



Same morning 

Woody made his way to his dressing room. The door was open there, but everything looked in order. 
He failed to notice the broken mirror Mindy Connor had been unable to repair when Janet Gayland 
forced her to clean up the rest of the mess she had made. 

As he mounted the steps to stage level, Woody could see a glimmer of light in the distance. He 
realized, when he stepped into the wings, that the light in question was a follow spot. It was set to its 
most glaring level, one that would make anyone look old and half dead. 

On the stage, in the light, was Janet Gayland, wearing Felata's gold gown and stilettos. Woody looked 
to the light booth and could see a figure there. He could not make out who it was. 

"Mr. Woodsworth!" Gayland called out, sounding like the hostess of a grand party. "Woody, isn't it? Or 
would you rather be called Felata?" 

"He likes to be called Sweets at home," sneered the person in the light booth. 

Woody recognized that voice. Tom Jones was a creepy old homophobe and Carlos had always 



suspected the super of spying on them. 

"Have a seat, why don't you, Woody?" She motioned him to the front row. "I am making my grand 
come-back tonight and would love to have your opinion of my act." 

"I think I would rather know where Lou is," Woody answered. 

"Lou?" She seemed confused. 

"He means the ticket boy," Tom Jones called from the booth. 

"Oh, him. I am afraid the boy is, at this time, indisposed, Woody. He needed to lay down." 

"Like the new security guard?" Woody asked. 

"Oh no," the diva answered. "Not like that at all. Now, you really should take your seat, Woody. The 
show is about to begin and you are my esteemed guest of honor, A VIP." 

"I think I will just go home now, Miss Gayland. It is, as always, a pleasure seeing you." 

The sarcasm was not lost on Tom Jones. "You watch your mouth, queer. No one talks to Janet 
Gayland like that." 

Janet Gayland looked to the sound booth before turning to face Woody. "It's no problem, Thomas. 
Woody can't help it of he has the manners of a chorus boy. He is one, after all. Come on down here, 
Thomas. Show my guest to his seat." 

"I am leaving," Woody told them both. He started to exit stage right. That was when Janet Gayland 
revealed her gun. 

"That is not a good idea, Woody. And I always thought you were such a smart boy. You were very 
good in the chorus line. Too bad you went and got too big for your tap shoes. Too bad you were no 
good as my stand-in. I bet you didn't even know I knew you stole my show, did you, Woody? Well, I 
knew. I have sat through every one of your performances for the last three months. I have watched 
as you have taken my songs, classics all of them, and twisted them into unrecognizable trash. I have 
seen you turn my revue into a drag show worthy only of a back alley in Berlin! I was here the night 
you used the F word on my stage. You have defiled my show and my theater by trying to be 
something you can never be: a star!" 

While she was talking, Tom Jones had come up behind Woody. "Be a good faggot, now, boy. Do what 
the lady told you and have a seat in the front row." 

Gayland was still pointing the gun in his direction, and he could see she was crazy enough to shoot 
him. So he headed for the stairs that led from the stage to the auditorium, followed by Tom Jones, 
who was nearly frothing with delight. Woody took his seat in the center of the front row. 

"Make sure he stays there," Gayland commanded her new lackey. 

Tom Jones used the same role of duct tape he had used on Carlos Rivera to tape Woody into his seat. 
Just after sealing his prisoner's mouth shut, he remarked, "Your boyfriend put up more of a fight. Must 
be the Cuban in him makes him less of a sissy than you." 

Those were the last words Tom Jones ever spoke because Janet Gayland aimed her Smith and Wesson 
.357 at his back and shot him precisely between the shoulder blades. He bled out on the floor of The 
Brass Flamingo at Woody's feet. 

But the real horror had only just begun. Janet Gayland placed her gun on the stage and stepped back 
into the spotlight at center and began to sing Rainbows are For Never. She belted it out in an 
unnaturally low baritone, at least an octave below the range in which she had recorded the song 50 



years earlier. As she sang, she began to cry and Woody found himself actually sympathizing with the 
decrepit and insane old woman who stood before him. He remembered Janet Gayland at the height of 
her career and at its end. She really had been a legend. Now, she would be one again. 

She went from Rainbows to Gentlemen Prefer Blonds. More than an hour passed as she performed for 
her captive audience. A couple of times she left the stage, each time returning in one of Felata's 
gowns, the hems dragging on the floor. It was during one of these costume changes that Woody 
noticed Mindy Connor, lifeless, halfway in and halfway out the stage door. 

When Gayland returned to the stage that time, she asked if Woody would behave if she took the gag 
off him. "I know you would like to cheer for me, wouldn't you, Boy? I will allow that, if you promise to 
be a very good boy. 

Woody nodded his response, with the result that Gayland came down into the house to rip the tape 
from his face. Then she returned to the stage to resume her performance. 

"I think it's time for an encore, don't you, Woody?" 

"An encore? Of course," he told her and then began to call out as if he were part of an SRO crowd, 
"Encore! Encore! Brava, Diva! Encore!" 

As she started again to belt out her theme song, Gayland saw light crack through a door at the rear of 
the house. She knew it would happen sooner or later. Her fans were arriving for her big comeback. 
She was ready for them. 

As Carlos Rivera led three armed police officers into the theater, Janet Gayland bowed elegantly 
toward them. As she bent from the waist, she scooped up the Smith and Wesson. She aimed it first at 
Woody Woodsworth, then turned the barrel toward her own forehead, pulled the trigger, and fired. 



